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Sharing a Room 


Author's Notes: 
This was the first story | posted on Rockfic, in Aug 2015. Due to technical error it was erased in July of 20l6 
and I'm reposting it now. For some reason at the time | thought it would be a fun challenge to make the 


narrator quasi-British (I'm American). | think | went a bit overboard with the slang :) 


Dave had no recollection of meeting her, getting her into the sack, or, for that matter, how she got on top of 
him. Of course, the word "meet" could only be used loosely where groupies were concerned, assuming that's 


what she was. He vaguely remembered her saying she wanted to be on top so that she could watch his face 


while they fucked. 


The span of his hands went almost all the way around her tiny waist -- how was that even possible? She 
leaned down to get closer to him, her big heavy tits squashed and rubbed against his chest, and her insides 
gripped his cock as she continued to grind against him. Soft golden-colored hair tumbled down, warm and 
sweetly-scented -- it smelled like strawberries, he noticed with a smile as it tickled his shoulders. The tips of 
her hair brushed and prickled against his skin, at the same time he felt a tingling in his balls as his orgasm 
approached, a delicious pressure building. Just a Iittle faster, love.. 


She sped up the pace obligingly even though he hadn't said a word. He was captivated by her little pink nipples, 
very cute, perfectly centered on her creamy white tits. Tits like two enormous round scoops of vanilla ice 
cream, bouncing enticingly in clear view, just for him. Her pussy tightened around his shaft and she rode him 
harder. It felt so good he couldn't stop from thrusting his hips, wanting to pound his cock further inside. The 
friction was becoming more than he could bear. His fingers dug into her silky, fleshy ass cheeks. He felt his 
balls tighten and his hips buck up uncontrollably, trying to bury himself as deep as possible as he felt the 
oncoming surge about to erupt from his cock. Oh fuck He was going to come..0hhh tuck, fuck, fuck.. 


Dave suddenly awakened, waves of pleasure still pulsing through his cock, and saw, in his still disoriented state 
-- wha? -- Paul's fucking face! Paul was bent over him, smirking with derision and shaking his head. Bloody 
Christ 

In one rapid motion, Dave rolled away to the edge of the bed and curled up like a hedgehog, tangling up in the 
bedspread, his back to Paul. He instinctively gave his still-hard cock a couple of gentle tugs and shivered as the 


last ethereal traces of his dream faded away. 


With cat-like speed Paul pounced on Dave and tried to yank the blankets away from his body. "Did you just 


spaff in your sleep, matel? Like a fuckin’ teenager.” 


"No! Fuck off. It was just a.. bad dream," Dave held onto the covers for dear life. "Dreamt | had to sleep in the 
same bed with a baboon" 


"Don't lie to me Davey, you prawn," Paul sneered with exaggerated menace next to Dave's ear as he continued 


to pull on the blankets. 

"Why were you watching me sleep anyway, you fucking pervert?" Dave tried to avoid the subject. 

| wasn't, you twat. Was sitting here innocently reading me book, but you made a noise." 

"What kind of noise?" Dave groaned in embarrassment. 

| heard a strange noise, a moan, | thought you might be ill" Paul couldn't conceal the glee in his voice. 
"| think | am feeling a bit ill now." Dave couldn't help but laugh, the situation was so absurd. 


Paul released the bedding from his grip and tousled Dave's long blond hair. "Made me own dick tingle a bit to 
watch you, you looked so pretty with your eyelashes fluttering," he teased. 


"Well, that's all you'll get from me," Dave said as he rolled out of bed and scuffled off to the loo. 


“That's right, bugger off and clean yourself up, you tosser. You're a bloody disgrace," Paul exclaimed. They 


were both laughing now. "And stay in there for a few minutes, Davey. | need to, ah, take care of something 


myself out here..” 
Dave shut the door against Paul's cackling. 


He's probably getting coked up, Dave thought as he held his hair back and ducked down to get a drink of water 
from the tap. Paul wasn't fully operational the day after a night of drinking unless he hit a line or two. They'd 
all been on the road for over a week with a gig every single night. After each show it was right back in the 
van and onto the next town, next hotel, next gig. A day off was still three days away and nobody was getting 
laid as much as they were accustomed to. Shagging groupies was a piece of cake when your hotel was in the 
same city you just played, but when you had to peg-it to the next stop immediately after the gig, sometimes 
the only friendly action you'd be getting that night was from your own hand. And even that wasn't easy when 


you had to share a room, and a bed too, for fucksake. 


Dave's sex dream hadn't satisfied him -- in fact, it had only sharpened his appetite. There was a splotch of 
spunk on his tummy that he wiped off briskly with a bath towel. His cock wasn't hard anymore but it wasn't 
entirely soft either. He liked looking at it when it was in this swollen halfway state because it looked so 
impressively big, but without being a true hard-on. Before he even realized what he was doing, he was 
massaging it gently between his fingers, feeling it stiffen and swell until it was fully hard again. Knowing that he 
would have to be quick or else risk Paul getting suspicious, he sat down on the floor with his back against the 
bathtub. He could come faster if he didn't have to stand. Gripping his cock in a tight fist, he pumped it double 


time, like he was in a race, breathing hard and squeezing his eyes shut. 


Good thing Paul had put the telly on, so not only would his attention probably be occupied but it would drown 
out any possible sounds coming from the loo. But Dave was being very quiet and he was already about to 
come. Having slid his body down slightly, he braced his feet on the base of the washbasin and pushed against 
it, tensing up his leg muscles as he kept hurriedly stroking himself. He tipped his head back and stifled a groan 
as his orgasm suddenly jolted through him. As soon as the final spurt of cum had landed on the back of his 


hand, he scrambled to his feet so he could clean up and get some composure before going in to rejoin Paul. 


After an absence of no more than four or five minutes, with his heart still pounding but otherwise guiltless, 


Dave strolled back into the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. 


Paul, looking a bit pale and sweaty, launched into a complaint about the accommodations. "Rod had bloody well 
better sort out this hotel room situation. Iron fuckin’ Maiden, about to record our second album, and we're still 
sharing rooms, for fucksake? Nothing personal, mate, but sleeping next to your sweaty disgusting body in a 


tiny bed makes me want to do away with meself" 


"Cheers, mate. But you know, this isn’t a tiny bed. It's quite big, actually." Dave attempted to demonstrate with 
a sweeping hand gesture, but Paul wasn't watching. "It's only for a few more dates," Dave pointed out 
encouragingly. "Besides, you're much sweatier than me. And you take up more space in the bed. But do you 


hear me complaining?" 


"Blimey, | need a King-size bed just for me cock!" Paul said and elaborated by grabbing his crotch. 


"Yeah, | think it poked me in the back last night." Dave got up and walked to the area at the foot the bed. He 


dropped to his knees for a moment and then pitched forward and onto his hands. 

"For fucksake, what are you doing?" Paul asked, 

"Push-ups," Dave replied. "Makes my arms look better on stage." 

"You're a right action man, Davey," Paul joked. "Did Steve recommend this pitiful fitness routine?" 

"No. Why would Steve give a bollocks?" 

"Have you noticed how he gives commands, awright, but disguised as friendly advice." Stifling a laugh, Paul 
asked, "Davey, didn't you get a copy of his ‘top ten suggestions for being a wanker on tour' list? " He cleared 
his throat and went into his best Steve impression, softening his voice and changing his accent: "Must perform 
[00 push-ups per day on hotel room floor, ' ‘must bathe daily, ' and ‘no threesomes unless Steve is invited " 


Dave laughed and stood up from the floor. 


"That's all you're gonna do? That couldn't have been more than fifteen push-ups, mate. I'm afraid you've fallen 


far short of Steve's recommended one hundred" 


"lll do another set later," Dave said as he sat down on the bed and reached for his pack of cigarettes on the 


bedside table. 


"Did you hear Steve throw a wobbly about my ciggies?" Paul asked "Some rubbish about they're fucking up 


my voice since I've been sick? He wants me to lay off ‘em for the rest of the tour.” 
"Hmm." Dave wasn't going to get in the middle of anything between Paul and Steve. 


"Well he can get shirty with me all 'e likes, I'm not givin’ up me smokes. My voice sounds fuckin’ great," Paul 
said and took a long draw on his cigarette then blew out a stream of smoke. "Anyway, what's he gonna do 


about it?" 


Paul hated taking orders, from anyone. But Steve had a band to run, and he took it seriously, always with an 
eye on the future. If someone was skiving off, or not performing to Steve's high standards, they were doomed 
to be sacked. The most recent casualty was Dennis Stratton, who was put out on his arse just a few weeks 
ago. Dave was a better guitarist than Dennis was. But there's always a better guitarist somewhere, as Paul had 


seemed to take some enjoyment in pointing out to him the day Dennis was let go. 
"Well, I'm sure you don't want to end up like poor Dennis." Dave took a draw on his cigarette. 


"What, is that a threat? Has Steve said he's giving me the boot?" Paul asked, a mix of indignation and worry in 


his voice. 


"No, he hasn't said anything," Dave hastened to confirm. Paul was clearly unnerved by Dennis's dismissal. And 


Paul had been fond of Dennis. 


"Not like Steve would discuss it with you first anyway. There's only room for Steve and Rod at the helm, mate. 
Don't kid yourself." 


"Steve tells me things all the time," Dave said, feeling the need to defend his standing. "Steve loves me. We've 


been mates almost five years." 

"You think you and Steve are like fuckin’ Lennon and McCartney or something? Just because you've been here 
the longest? Bollocks! Its Steve's band, period He would sack anyone, including you, and not lose any sleep over 
it." 

Dave shrugged, refusing to indulge Paul's bullying. "Would | be Lennon or McCartney in that scenario?" 


"Neither," Paul declared harshly. "When was the last time you wrote a fuckin’ entire song?" 


That insult stung but Dave brushed it off. It wasn't even entirely true. "I think I'd be McCartney. Because | 
brought Adrian into the band, so it's kind of like when Paul McCartney brought in George Harrison," Dave said 


and smiled pensively. 


"Well, bully for you," Paul replied with a bitter smirk. "Adrian is a nice bloke, and an ace guitarist, but he's no 


George Harrison" 

"You barely know him. Ade's a good songwriter." 

The wellspring of Dave's confidence was his talent on the guitar. He was more than happy to focus on doing his 
job and let Steve be the band leader. No way was he going piss away the tremendous good luck he'd been 
handed by being an insubordinate malcontent wanker like Paul. 

"Blimey, what time is it?" Dave asked suddenly, craning his neck to see the bedside clock on Paul's side of the 
bed. "Enough mucking about. We've only got two hours to find some brekky before they come get us for sound 
check" 


To be continued. 


Backstage Access 


Dave had some standards -- thin, preferably blonde, young, either tall or short, big tits a bonus but not 
required -- but a pretty face was essential. And a respectable-looking lass always got Dave's attention before 
any twatfaced slapper, of which there were many. Of course, by their very presence here, none of these birds 


could really be considered respectable, but oh well. 


Members of the crew had a procedure: handpick the fittest birds out of the first few rows of the audience, 
either at the request of a band member or using their own judgment, and get them backstage access -- a 
lucky girl's ticket to having an epic story to tell the next day, and for the rest of their lives. Others would gain 


access through comections, sneaking in, bribes, dodging security, and God knows how else. 


Multiple opportunities were available to Dave backstage after the gig, as usual. The only question was would 
there be time to get a quick piece before the inevitable roundup and subsequent convoy out to the two white 
vans that were waiting to take them away. Clive, for a start, was still parading around bare chested and 
sweaty in the black spandex he wore on stage and hadn't even had a shower yet, so there must be at least, 


say, thirty minutes left to have some fun. 


Dave was shy but not timid, especially after a couple post-show beers and while still riding the adrenaline high 
of being on stage. These birds were begging for it anyway, so there was no need for formalities. On this 
particular occasion, he narrowed his attention on just one (because often, mind you, he pulled several). A very 
shaggable, petite pretty girl with long wavy blond hair parted down the middle, wide-set blue eyes, and a pouty, 
glossy pink mouth. 


"Oh Dave, you're so cute," was her candid opening line. 


Bloody hell, if he wasn't always being called cute. Or worse, that he had a baby face. It was a quality that he 
disliked about himself but that others found irresistible. He'd show her how cute he was in a few minutes 
when he stuffed his dick into her mouth. The very idea gave him a rush and he felt a pleasurable twinge in his 
cock as it swelled slightly. 


Dave could've sworn he saw this same bird hanging around about fifteen minutes earlier on the arm of some 
big knob-head who was now, thankfully, nowhere to be seen Tough luck, geezer! Rather than risk the dodgy 
bloke appearing again, Dave swiftly finessed the girl through the mob of hangers on. 


They moved through the crowded noisy hallway, his hand on her lower back. "l'm Laura," she said eagerly. Dave 
wasn't entirely sure if she'd said Laura, Lori, or Lauren, but he figured it wasn't quite important enough to 


have her repeat herself. 


He remembered from before the show that there had been a small vacant dressing room, complete with a 
couch, down the hall from the main area. He managed to find it again even though he was a bit intoxicated. 


Once inside, he kicked the door closed behind them, and feeling a rush of blood to his cock, pulled her down onto 


the grubby settee. Kissing was out of the question, who knows how many grotty, hairy road crew members’ 
cocks she'd sucked to get backstage in the first place. 


She was wearing an interesting one-piece jumpsuit like what a motor mechanic would wear, albeit a 
considerably feminized version, with a leather belt accentuating her narrow waist. He giggled at the 
ridiculousness of it and wondered, how does one remove such a garment, or even reach inside of it? At least 


he could be fairly sure she hadn't gotten naked for anyone else yet that night -- not wearing this getup. 


She took his quiet chuckling as a sign of approval and nuzzled her face into his neck, smelling his hair, his skin, 
and, he thought, the collar of his t-shirt. She began gently nibbling and kissing the sensitive area under his 
jawline, which made him moan and grab her arse, pulling her closer into his lap. Then he felt her hot breath on 
his ear. She took his downy-soft earlobe into her mouth and started gently sucking on it. Oh, fuck. Whatever 
she was doing sent a bolt of intense pleasure straight to his cock and he drew in a long breath with a hiss. It 
felt so good that he thought, with a bit of trepidation, that it could probably make him come in an 
embarrassingly short amount of time, especially if she also kept grinding herself against his still denim-covered 
hard-on, 


But she suddenly sat up. "| want to see it," she cooed as she rubbed the palm of her hand over the bulge in 
his jeans. He placed his hand over hers and pressed it down harder, increasing the friction on his engorged 


shaft and letting her feel how big it was. 
"Be my guest, love," he replied, slightly out of breath. 


She unbuttoned, unzipped, reached in, and grabbed his dick like she was grubbing up a carrot. Unusual approach, 
Dave thought, starting to question his judgment in embarking on this encounter. He could never quite bring 
himself to push a girl's head down toward his lap, but he really wished this bird would just suck his cock 
already. Aiming for casualness, he put his hand on her shoulder and pressed down almost imperceptibly, his 
electric blue eyes widening in an encouraging gaze. She tucked her hair behind her ears, smiled at him, and 


began her descent. 


Led Zeppelin's "Nobody's Fault But Mine" was playing somewhere outside the door. Always a pleasure to get 
gobbled to a great Zeppelin tune. Rest in peace, Bonham, Dave thought remotely as Laura gave the silky tip of 
his cock a kiss. What was she doing, for fucksake? 


Even a second-rate blow job like this one could get him off, maybe. She was eager to please, which helped, but 
she lacked skill. She couldn't be more than IT or IB years old. Probably pissed as fuck, too. With a hand lightly 
patting the back of her head, he tried unsuccessfully to guide her into a steady rhythm. Despite her 
disappointing technique, the feeling of her hot mouth on his cock and hearing her little grunts of effort were 
enough to keep him rock hard. He tried wrapping the length of her hair around his hand, like holding a tight rein 
on a horse, and keeping her head stationary while he fucked her mouth. But this also failed tragically because 
she kept gagging. 


Impatience and frustration were making him fantasize about swatting her away and just jerking off. A few 


strong wanks and he'd shoot a huge load of cum -- maybe she'd like it all over her pretty face. Or maybe 
he'd spunk up all over himself and she'd lick it up, her tongue hungrily lapping every last sweet-salty drop off 
his stomach. He imagined it as if in slow motion, the spasms of cum pumping up from his balls and through his 
cock, spurting out in long oozy white ropes and splattering across her face. He started to squirm. Fuck, this is 
taking forever, he thought. The room was stuffy. He was sweating. It seemed like a dreadfully long time had 
gone by since she started, at least five minutes, maybe ten 


He considered how to speed things along. Blimey, he suddenly noticed, the buttons on her naff mechanic's 
costume were actually snaps! He hoisted her up off her knees so that she was sitting beside him on the 
couch. Like a toddler reaching for a toy, he eagerly put his hand out and pulled on the lapel of her outfit, 
tearing open the snaps with a rewarding pop, pop, pop. Mmm. One nice thing about small boobs is that they 
don't need to be encumbered by a bra. Her firm young tits sprang into view and Dave smiled at his 
achievement as he palmed one of them. His smile grew wider when he saw her erect nipples standing out like 
pencil erasers. He dipped his head to suck them one at a time and she dug her fingers into his hair, pulling his 


head closer. 


His hands moved lower but were halted by the belt still cinching her one-piece coverall suit. "Take this bloody 
thing off, love" he directed her, referring to the belt, but she fortuitously took it to mean the whole outfit, 
and she quickly shrugged out of it and kicked it aside, revealing her entirely naked body. 


"Better?" she asked cheerfully. 
"Much," he replied, nodding, and he reciprocated by taking off his own shirt. 


Taking care to arrange herself in a flattering posture, she laid back alluringly on the small couch with one knee 
bent upward, one leg straight out, her back arched, arms propping herself up. 


Gazing at her pale supple body, Dave's fingers curled around his cock and stroked it slowly. "D'you want to 
fuck?" he asked in a low voice. 


"Yeah," she replied softly. 


He spared a couple seconds to look down at himself. His cock glistened with precum, clear wet strings clinging 
to his fingers. She yelped in surprise when he abruptly got ahold of her legs and yanked her body toward him. 
Her pussy was dripping wet, he noted with satisfaction as he slipped two fingers easily inside. Kneeling over her, 
he made a fucking motion with his hand, stroking her slick insides with his long fingers and thumping the heel 
of his hand into her clit with every thrust. 


"Oh, Dave! Don't stop!" she shrieked. 
Dave's bicep flexed as he kept his hand diligently working on her until he could make her come. Moaning and 


writhing under him, she started grabbing wildly at his wrist, her back arched, and her body tensed up. A 


moment later, Dave felt her pussy squeezing rhythmically around his fingers as she orgasmed. 


While she was still dazed from her climax, Dave seized the opportunity and positioned himself between her 
legs, a moment later sliding his aching cock into her wet pussy, his eyes glued to the spot where their bodies 
joined as his full length disappeared inside her. He hoisted her legs, which were as pliant as a doll's, over his 
shoulders. It wouldn't take long. She'd already gotten off so there was no harm in hurrying now. Not being able 
to stop himself, he pounded into her, hard enough to scoot her body across the couch until her back was 
hunched into the armrest. He groaned as he felt his dick swell even bigger and his balls contract, getting ready 
to explode. He suddenly pulled out, his cock slippery from her juices, gave himself a few fast hard strokes, and 
looked down to watch as thick strands of cum spurted out and landed across her chest and in her hair. 


Panting, he collapsed back into the sofa cushions, shuddering as he squeezed the last couple drops of cum 
from the tip of his cock. He wiped his hand indifferently on the couch, and even though his heart was stil 


racing he felt sleepiness envelop him like a heavy blanket. 


To be continued. 


Deserted 


Dave shooed Laura out of the room well ahead of him, in case the oaf of a boyfriend was still lurking about 
out there. Dave himself emerged a few minutes later, a picture of innocence, and was surprised to find the 
backstage atmosphere quiet and almost deserted. Fuck, did I fall asleep in there? What time is it, anyway? What 
happened to the music that had been playing? Feeling totally wiped out, all he wanted was a snooze in the van 
and then to collapse into bed at the hotel, even if he ended up having to bunk with bloody Paul again. Why 


wasn't anyone there to help him find his way outside and away from this place? 


His leather motorcycle jacket was hanging where he left it, in the main dressing room. He put it on and 
continued his search. Wandering around like a demented idiot was starting to get embarrassing. He didn't 
recognize any of the few venue staff still milling around, didn't see any members of the road crew, and 
definitely none of his bandmates. Growing more worried with each darkened hallway and empty room he 
checked, Dave quickened his pace. Rod must be around somewhere, he was always taking care of some last- 


minute business before leaving the venue after a gig. But Rod, nor anyone else, could be found. 


They're probably all outside having a laugh over this right now, Dave thought hopefully. By recognizing finally 
the way they'd come in before the show, he found his way out, but the small lot next to the theatre was 


empty. There were no vans. No cars. Even the equipment truck was gone. 


A burst of panic clenched his belly. He stood dumbfounded for a full minute. He had his wallet on him but 
nothing else, not even a lousy cigarette. A cold drizzle in the air heightened his feeling of dread. He had no idea 
what the name of the hotel was they were heading to, in fact, not even the town -- Nottingham, he thought, 
but it maybe it was Manchester. For fucksake, why didn't | study the tour dates more closely, he pondered 
bitterly. No point in calling the office in London because there's nobody there at this hour. And even if they 
were, what would they do about it? And he didn't know the phone number anyway. 


Steve will go absolutely apeshit over this, Dave thought. His number one rule on tour: Don't get left behind! 
Not at a gig, not at a hotel, and not at a motorway service area, he could almost hear Steve's voice saying. 
There was nothing Steve disliked more than unreliability, and he'd sacked plenty of blokes over it in the past. 
Dave thought of poor Dennis again, now ex-Maiden guitarist, a top bloke, reliable as a Rolex, and yet abolished 
by Steve. Over what, really? Because he liked the bloody Eagles! Blimey, Dave thought, but | like the Eagles too. 
"Hotel California’ was a brilliant album, no denying it. Mustn't let Steve ever know! And now I've bollocksed up 
the tour by getting separated from the group, Dave thought miserably. Maybe Paul was right and Steve would 
gleefully give him the boot over something like this? 


The only logical thing to do now was head to the nearest pub for a beer and consider his next move. Maybe he 
could get some friendly bird to take pity on him and take him home for the night. But, if someone was coming 
back for him, how would they find him? How long would it take them to notice he was missing and then come 


back? An hour? All night? Never? A wretched feeling of despair seized him again. 


The first pub he found was a dump called The Jaunty Wanderer. It was a Saturday night so it was pretty 


packed out. Not with Maiden fans, Dave hoped. He wasn't in the mood to be recognized. 

No sooner had he been served a beer at the bar and turned around than he recognized the boyfriend of the 
girl he'd just nailed (Sara, Sofie, what was it?), several yards away. Before Dave could employ any evasive 
maneuvers, the boyfriend seemed to recognize him too, and started coming right toward him. Christ, he's a 
right fuck off bloke -- is he looking to have a punch up? Dave wondered as he unconsciously placed his pint 


back on the bar, possibly saving it from becoming collateral damage. 


Before he knew what happened, the guy was right in front of him. Bug-eyed, splotchy red face, and snorting 
like an ill-tempered camel, he was tanked up and looking for a fight. He pointed his index finger in Dave's face. 


‘Its you! You shagged me girlfriend, you fuckin’ longhaired cunt!" 
This couldn't be happening. 

Dave ducked to the side and felt knuckles whiz past his face. 

No time to think. 


Dave sprang back up and aimed his best right jab. His fist smashed into the guy's jaw. Pain shot though his 


hand and up his forearm. 
Onlookers stepped back to form a circle around them. 


Scrambling aside and grabbing an empty barstool, Dave toppled it over onto the floor to try to gain some 
distance from him. 


The guy kicked the stool away with a loud clatter and grabbed Dave by his leather jacket. 

Dave twisted free. A hard blow landed on his left cheekbone and he saw stars. 

Recovering sufficiently to stand upright, Dave kicked the guy hard in the shin. 

Still off balance from being kicked, he countered with a blow to Dave's ribs but it wasn't a solid hit. 


With his endurance waning, Dave used all his strength to whomp his fist into the boyfriend's guts. It felt like 
punching a side a beef. 


The guy doubled over and staggered sideways. 
Finally, two bystanders intervened. A tall sturdy-looking geezer got the boyfriend around the neck and wrangled 


him to the ground. A young clean-cut bloke in a posh shirt grabbed Dave from behind and pulled him back by 


his arms. 


"Fuck off home, y'shit-headl" a man's voice shouted at Dave's opponent. Dave was looking away but heard the 
pub door open, some scuffling footsteps and an "oof" noise, then the door closed. If he got thrown out too, 


would that arsehole be waiting outside for him, looking for a round two? 


Dave leaned on the bar and evaluated the damage. Bruised knuckles, sore punching arm, a gash on his face, and 
probably a black eye by tomorrow. He felt lightheaded, and also slightly horny. Back in his skinhead days, 


fighting always used give him a hard-on, he remembered with some amusement. 
The bartender poured him a shot of Jameson on the house. 


Getting into a bar brawl fewer than twenty four hours before having to play guitar in front of three 
thousand people was well out of order. Never mind having gotten himself left behind. Steve is going to go 


bloody mental! That is, if he ever saw him again. 


The sidewalks and streets were shiny from rain when Dave hobbled out of the pub. But also empty, thankfully. 
A few hours ago he was the coolest guy in the room, a guitar god with fans screaming his name, and now he 

was a desolate vagrant with a wrecked face. No plan for a next move came to mind, so he walked vaguely back 
in the direction from which he'd come. 


At the approaching sound of tires treading slowly on wet pavement Dave turned his head and saw a large 
white van pulling up to the curb. He recognized it instantly as one of the tour vans and his heart leapt with 
happiness and relief. They'd sent someone back for him! 

The van stopped and he heard the driver's door open then slam shut. A second later, Steve bounded into view 
around the front of the van, taking long purposeful strides, his wavy dark hair trailing behind him in the night 


air. Stevel 


"Davey, you fuckin’ twork! Bleedin' Christ." Despite the reprimand, Steve's face showed the relief and tenderness 


of someone who just found their beloved lost pet. "Don't ever womble off like that again!" 


"But | didn't womble off." Dave began but was cut off by Steve grabbing his shoulder and pulling him into a 
bear hug. 


After the embrace ended, Steve glimpsed Dave's face in the light from a streetlamp. "Wot happened to your 


facel?" 


"Got into a fight with some fucking chief in a pub," Dave explained as Steve opened the passenger side door for 


him. 
"Jesus. Who was he, just some nutter?" 


"Yeah, he was," Dave said. "Also, | had just shagged his bird, so..." 


Steve laughed. "You never learn!" 


After they got on their way, Steve recommended that Dave crawl into one of the back seats to lie down, 
considering the rough shape he was in. Feeling pretty rubbish, Dave seized on the suggestion and clambered 
into the back of the van, past the first row of rear bucket seats and onto the bench seat in the next row. 
Despite the throbbing pain in his hand and cheek, he laid down and fell asleep almost instantly, but at some 
point a jolt from a pothole jarred him awake. He realized immediately that he had a raging hardon for some 
reason. He tried desperately to think of something else to see if it would go away but after a few minutes it 
showed no signs of abating. It didn't help that the rumble of the engine was vibrating the entire van including 


the seat he was lying on, and this buzzing seemed to have inconveniently excited his cock. 


The scenery outside the van was dark but their speed indicated that they were on the motorway. There was 
no way of knowing, without asking Steve, how much time they had before they got to the hotel but he 
certainly didn't want to emerge from the van with a massive erection so he took a chance, unzipped his jeans, 
and plunged his hand down the front. He'd forgotten about his bruised knuckles and they painfully scraped 


against his zipper, making him wince. But he wouldn't be deterred. 


The dirty shamelessness of wanking with Steve sitting only a few feet away, unsuspecting and innocently 
driving them through the night, was undeniably arousing and made his heart thump faster. Of course, should 
Steve discover this mischief it would be supremely embarrassing and possibly end the night on a bad note. A 
depraved backseat crafty wank wasn't much of a gesture to repay Steve's kindness. But those concerns were 
eclipsed now by Dave's urgent need to come. His right hand around his cock wasn't enough so he thrust his 
left hand down too and started roughly massaging his balls. Meanwhile the seat continued vibrating on his arse, 
sparking all kinds of nerve endings and making his arms and legs tingle, setting into motion the wave of pleasure 
that started in his cock but would soon peak and crash through his entire body. He pressed his backside down 
into the seat cushion, trying to heighten the unusual but intense sensation from the vibration of the engine. 


Not wanting to jizz all over his clothes, he turned toward the back of the seat and wanked himself harder, 
rubbing his balls with his spare hand. He rocked his hips a few times, pumping his cock harder into his grasping 
hand and barely suppressed a groan as he lost control and splashed his cum all over the seat. He spotted an 
old takeaway bag on the floor and used it to wipe off the mess from the seat. This was the fourth time today 
he'd cleaned up spunk, he thought blandly. Not a record number by any means, but still worth noting. 


After zipping up his jeans, Dave sat up and crawled forward two rows, and plopped back into the front 
passenger seat. There was Steve at the wheel, steadfast and unassuming, a calm expression on his face. 


Feeling better, mate?" Steve asked without taking his eyes off the road. 


"A little," Dave replied. "So, why did you all leave without me after the gig? If it was meant as a joke, it wasn't 


very funny.” 


"| didn't know you weren't there! Well, you obviously weren't in our van, but Paul told me you were riding in 


Rod's van and | believed him. When we got to the hotel, everyone realized you weren't there. | just about went 
mad." 


"That fucking cunt," Dave said in disbelief. "| might've been wandering around all night" 

"I know. He's on thin ice, the wanker," Steve said as they slowed down to exit the motorway. "He thought it was 
the greatest pisser too. Thinks it's well funny to pull a fast one the night before a gig and make me drive all 
the way back to bleedin’ Derby. Christ, | should be asleep in bed by now. What if | hadn't spotted you on the 
street?" Steve snorted in exasperation and shook his head. "We were going to send one of the crew back to 
look for you, but | felt like | had to do it. Just had a feeling that if | went, I'd somehow find you." 


‘Sorry, Stevel l'm really sorry. It won't happen again" Dave winced as he gingerly touched the cut on his cheek 


"Well it better not," Steve said, the corners of his mouth turning up into a mocking smile. "What, did you think | 
was going to give you the boot?" 


"I'm still not convinced that you won't.” 


"Don't worry. You're not going anywhere." Steve looked at Dave briefly with a quizzical expression but then 


returned his full attention to the road ahead. "Just don't let me catch you listening to the Eagles." 


The End 


